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was no use in going to the goldsmiths who made Lombard
Street to ask for a couple of millions to make docks or
breakwaters, even if our science could have then made
large specimens of the latter, which it could not. And, as
I said before, these large emporia when made would have
been quite useless; the auxiliary facilities which alone make
such places serviceable did not exist. The neighbourhoods
of Bideford and Boscastle had then to trust to Bideford and
Boscastle; they had no access to London or Liverpool;
they relied on their local port, and if that failed them had
no resource or substitute.
The fringe of petty ports all over our coasts serves to
explain the multitudes of old country houses, in proportion
to the populations of old times, which are mouldering in
out-of-the-way and often very ugly places. The tourist
thinks—how did people come to build in such an inacces-
sible and unpicturesque place? But few of our old gentry
cared for what we now call the beauties of nature, they
built on their own estates when they could, and if those
estates were near some wretched little haven, they were
much pleased. The sea was the railway of those days;
it brought, as it did to Ellangowan in Dirk Hatterick's
time, brandy for the men and 'pinners' for the women to
the lonest of coast castles. According to popular belief.
King Arthur himself thus lived. The famous castle of
Tintagel hangs over the edge of a cliff, right over the next
little bay to that of Boscastle—a very lone place, where
a boat could get out to sea if the pilot knew the place, but
where no stranger or pirate could get in with the tiniest
craft, under peril of his life. By land, too, the Saxon must
have had many a weary mile ojf bog and moorland to cross
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